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The  Mission  of  a  Rose. 


Music  by 
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On-ly  arose-bud,kisa'dbyth&dew,  Out  in   a  gar-den  fair  it  grew ;  Lov'd  by  the  sunshine, wooed  by  the  wind, 


Only  a  rosebud,  kissed  by  thi  dew, 

Oat  in  a  garden  fair  it  grew ; 

Loved  by  the  sunshine,  wooed  by  the  wind, 

Yet  to  be  out  in  the  world  it  pined. 

Roses  around  it  bad  gone  away, 

Here  alone  it  was  doomed  to  stay: 

Ah,  said  the  rosebud,  could  I  no  too, 

Some  lcring  work  in  the  world  to  do. 


One  summer  morn  came  a  maiden  there. 
Seeking  a  flow'r,  a  flow'r  to  wear  ; 
Spied  out  the  bud,  amid  green  leaves  curled, 
Gathered  and  bore  it  out  in  the  world. 
There  in  her  simple  dress  it  lay, 
Hearing  her  heart  beat  all  the  day ; 
At,  sasS  the  rosebud,  now  let  me  break 
Into  a  rose  for  her  sweet  sake. 


But  still  a  bad  it  was  giv*n  away. 
A  sick  child  saw  it  from  where  she  lay. 
It  brought  to  the  pale  sad  face  a  smile, 
Pain  was  forgotten,  just  for  a  while,— 
Now,  said  the  rosebud,  let  me  bloom ; 
And  its  fragrance  floated  across  the  room. 
The  bud  was  a  rose  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
But  the  soul  of  the  child  had  passed  away. 


trnfiSS  OPINIONS.  —  Tfce  Rttstratea"  Lonioa  News— says— "  A  fees."  Vanity  Fslr-iayi— "  A  gracefil  sonf."  Piccadilly— says— "  A  sw«*t  soa %, 
staple,  pathetic,  and  effective,  certain  to  become  popular.'*  Tke  Sunday  Tines— says— "  Full  of  trac  mnalclanly  feeling,  will  ae  deibt  ir< toots 
•  sreat  fsveults."    The  Gentlewoman- says— "  Well  written  and  sympathetic,  the  words  contain  absolutely  a  graceful  idea." 
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No.  1.  in  E flat. 
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The  New  Kingdom, 


Music  by 
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Two   lit-tle  friendless   children,        Com-radea  for  more  than  a     year,         One    eold  fiow'rs  on   a    door-step, 


Two  little  friendless  children, 

Comrades  for  more  than  a  y-sar, 
One  sold  fiow'rs  on  a  doorstep, 

One  swept  a  crossing  nes.r. 
He  was  a  curly  beaded  laddie, 

Brimful  of  laughter  and  fun, 
She  was  a  staid  little  lassie, 

Her  bait  kiss'd  gold  by  the  son. 
And  when  the  lights  of  the  city. 

Told  that  the  night  had  come, 
She  would  tell  him  a  wonderful  story, 

She  had  heard  of  a  kingdom  call'd  Home. 


Roaes,  that  cost  not  a  penny, 

Grew  in  a  garden  fair. 
Lilies,  that  never  faded, 

blossom'd  in  winter  t  biro, 
Over  a  golden  threshold, 

Children  were  always,  at  play. 
Nobody  sang  for  money, 

So  nobody  sent  them  away. 
And  when  she  had  finish' d  her  story. 

They  wish'd  that  a  stranger  would  come, 
And  show  them  the  beautiful  i.a<n»av, 

That  leads  to  the  kingdom  call'd  Home. 


One  night  when  the  snow  was  falling, 

He  cam'  for  the  old  sweet  tale, 
But  her  voice  be?an  to  falter, 

Her  face  grew  wan  and  pale. 
One  kiss  on  the  gold  crown  d  forehead, 

And  he  knew  the  its  n«cer  had  come. 
To  show  her  the  beautiful  pathway, 

That  led  to  the  kingdom  call'd  Horn*, 


With  ad  lib  Accompaniment*  for  Harmonium,   Violin,  or  Flute  and  'Cello,  in  all  Key*. 
The  New  Kingdom  Is  also  Published  as  8  Vocal  Duet. 
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Then  stead  •  i  -  fyT.    shoul-der    to    shorn  •  dor,  Stead  •  i  -  ly....  blade    by...  blade !    Rea  •  dy  and  strong. 


Whore  are  the  boys  of  the  Old  Brigade, 

Who  fought  with  us  side  by  side? 
Shoulder  to  shoulder,  and  blade  by  blade. 

Fought  till  they  fell  and  died! 
Who  so  ready  and  undismayed* 

Who  so  merry  and  true  ? 
Where  are  the  boys  of  the  Old  Brigade  7 

Where  are  the  lads  we  knew  i 


Chorus. 


Over  the  sea  far  away  they  lie. 

Far  from  the  laud  of  their  love ; 
Nations  alter,  the  year*  go  by, 

But  Heav'n  still  is  Hrav'n  above  I 
Not  in  the  abbey  proudly  laid. 

Find  they  a  place  or  part : 
The  gallant  boys  of  the  old  BrigadV, 

Tbey  sleep  in  the  Nation's  heart. 
Orehettral  Accompaniment  to  ih*  tony  i*  Publithtd  in  the  key  of  A. 
The  Old  Brigade  is  also  Published  as  a  Duet  for  Tenor  and  Bass.    Arranged  by  Theo.  Bonheur. 


Then  steadily  shoulder  to  shoulder, 
Steadily  blade  by  blade  I 

Ready  and  strong, 

Marching  along 
Like  the  boys  of  the  Old  Brigade. 
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PREFACE. 


In  presenting  this  collection  of  Songs  to  the  public  my  endeavour  has 
been  to  place  in  the  hands  of  singers,  both  professional  and  amateur, 
some  favourite  ballads,  in  keys  suitable  to  the  register  of  the  Contralto 
voice,  and  arranged  in  the  simplest  possible  manner. 

Public  experience  has  taught  me  that  elaborate  accompaniments  to 
old  ballads,  however  pleasing  they  may  be  to  the  musician,  embarrass 
the  singer. 

A  few  words  on  Ballad  singing  to  those  who  may  consider  this 
took  worthy  of  their  notice,  will,  I  trust,  not  be  thought  out  of  place. 
The  construction  of  the  Ballad,  whether  English,  Scotch,  Irish,  or  Welsh, 
is,  in  most  cases,  simple  in  the  extreme ;  the  words  generally  presenting 
pictures  of  home  life,  sometimes  pastoral,  as  in  "  Near  Woodstock  Town," 
sometimes  domestic,  as  in  "Auld  Robin  Gray,"  and  "John  Anderson, 
my  jo."  The  singer  should,  therefore,  carefully  avoid  all  forced  expression 
and  exaggeration,  both  in  production  of  the  voice  and  enunciation  of  the 
words,  always  bearing  in  mind  that  the  greatest  charms  of  ballad  singing 
are  simplicity  and  truthfulness  of  expression. 

I  take  this  opportunity  of  acknowledging  the  assistance  given  me  by 
Mr.  Lindsay  Sloper,  who  has  written  the  symphonies  and  accompani- 
ments to  the  following  songs, 
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sim  _  mer    is        comin,'     canW     winter's         a wa'         An'   he'll   come  and 


3  Pi  i 


®E 


3^f 


5 


a 


=5  — 


#-■- 


«^— •- 


T 


&-*■ 


T 


T 


r 


m 


P 


j    * 


^—^ 
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I   sit   on    my    creepie,   an'  spin  at  my   wheel 
An' think    on  the  laddie  that  lo'es  me  sae  weel 
He  had   but    ae    saxpenee,  he  brak  it  In  twa' 
An'  g*a'e   me  the  half    o'  t    when  he  g*a«l  awa'  ! 
But    summer  is   comin'    cauld  winter's    awa' 
Then   haste  ye    back^  Jamie,  an' bide  na   awa'. 
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no....  place     like     Home!..     There's     no.,    place    like        Home! 


R  &  C?  1025. 


28 


HUNTINGTOWER. 
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When    ye  gang'     a  -   wa'      Jamie,  Far       a_ cross    the       sea         lad_die 
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When      ye     g*ang*       to        Ger ma_nie,       What       will  ye      send      to 
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me,./.      laddie.       Ill     send    ye     a    braw       new    g"<>wn,        Jeanie,  111 
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send       ye      a   braw      new      g*own,        lassie;         And    it  shall     be  o' 
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silk         and    g*owd     wi'         Val-en_    ciennes    set  round  lassie, 
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Jamie , 
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laddie      Theres   ne'er        a    g*own  in 


the    land       Id 
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come  back         a  - 
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Jeanie, 
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I      come 
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bring"    wi3     me        a  gallant     g"ay,         To  be        your    ain     glide 
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Be    my    glide  man     your-sel    Jamie, 
Be    my    giideman    your-sel     laddie, 
And    tak'  me   ower    to    Germanie , 
Wi'  you    at   hanie   to   dwell,  laddie 


Gae  back   to  your  wife  and  hame,  Jamie, 
Gae  back  to   your  bairnies  three,  laddie; 
And   I    will   pray  they  ne'er  may  thole, 
A   broken  heart   like   me,  laddie. 


I    dinna   ken  how  that  wad  do,  Jeanie, 
I  dinna  see    how   that  can   be,  lassie, 
For    I  ve    a  wife   and  bairnies   three, 
And    I  m    no    sure  how  ye  d  ag*ree,  lassie. 


Dry    that    tearfu'  e'e,    Jeanie, 
Dry   that    tearfu'  e'e,    lassie, 
I  vq  neither  wife  nor  bairnies  three. 
And    I  11   wed    nane  but  thee,  lassie. 


Ye  shotid  hae  telt  me  that  in  time,  Jamie,     i  Think  weel   for  fear  ye  rue,   Jamie; 

Ve  shoiid  hae  telt  me  that  lang*  syne,  laddie,  I  Think  weel  for  fear  ye    rue,   laddie, 

For  had  I  kent  o'  your  fause  heart,  i  But    I    have    neither    g*owd  nor  lands, 

You  ne'er  had   g>otten   mine,   laddie  >  To    be    a    match    for  you,  laddie. 


Your  e'en   were    like  a   spell    Jeanie, 
Your   e'en   were   like  a   spell,  lassie, 
That    ilka   day    bewitched    me   sae, 
I    ceuld    na  help    mysel,  lassie. 


Blair   in    Athol  s    mine,  Jeanie, 

Fair    Dunk  eld    is    mine,  lassie, 

Saint  Johnstoun's  bowV,and  Huntingtowr, 

And   a'  that's    mine  is  thine,  lassie. 
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And  when  the    cred     o'      her.rin     pas-ses, 
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Cal_ler    her_  nn^      Cal_ler    her_  rin',      Cal_ler    her_  rin'. 
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Young      Jemmy  Grove,        on  his 
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death  bed   lay, 


For      love    of     Barb'-   _  ra 


Allen, 
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all she  said      when there   she  came,   Young*  man  I   think  y'ere     dying*." 
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She   on    her  death  bed    as    she  lay, 
Beg*g*'d   to  he  hurried    by  him: 
And    sore    repented  of  the   day 
That    she    did    eVr    deny  him  . 


Farewell    said    she  (,ye  virg*ins    all', 
"And    shun   the    fault    I    fell   in" 
"  Hence    forth  take  warning"  by  the  fall 
"Of    cruel    Barbra  Alien!' 
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Adagio    es press. 
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Ye' ve  been  leal    and   tnie,        Jean,  Your  task       is     end  _  ed     now,       Jean,     And 
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bonnie       bairn's    there,       Jean,     $he    was  baith  grrid  and  fair,        Jean,  And 
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Sorrow's    sel'  wear     past,    Jean, 
And  joy    is   comin'  fast,     Jean, 
Joy   that's    aye    to    last 
In    the    land    o'    the    leal 
Then    dry   that  g*list'nin'  e'e,  Jean, 
My    soul    lang-s   to   be   free,    Jean, 
And    ang*els    wait    on    me 
To    the    land    o'  the   leal. 


A   our  friends    are   g*ane,    Jean, 

We've   lang  been  left  alane,  Jean, 

We  HI  a.y  meet    ag«ain 

In    the    land    o'  the   leal . 

Now,    fare  ye   weel,   my  ain    Jean, 

This  warld's   care   is  Tain,'    Jean, 

We'll  meet   and  aye   be  fain 

In    the    land    o'  the   leal. 
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Why  weep  ye    by      the   tide     ladye  ?  Why  weep    ye      by     the     tide  ? .  .  .       1 11 
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wed    ye      to         my   youngest    son,    And    ye   sail      be        his    bride, 
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ye     sail    be      his     bride,  Ladye,       Sae    comely      to         be      seen." —         But 
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Nor        mett-  led     hound,      nor     managed    hawk,       Nor 
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The    kirk    was    deek  d     at    morning*- tide 

The    tapers    g*limmerd    fair; 

The    Priest    and    bridegroom  wait  the  bride, 

And    dame    and    knig*ht    were   there; 

They    sought    her    baith    by  bower  and    ha' 

The    ladye     was    not    seen  I 

She's    o'er    the    Border    aJid    awa' 

W    Jock    o'   Hazeldean  1 
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No.  1.  in  E  flat. 
Compass. 
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No.  2.  in  F. 
Compass. 
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No.  3.  in  G. 


Compass.    , 
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My  Heart  and  Thine. 

Words  and  Music  by  GERALD  LANE. 
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Where  and  when    I...    know    not,    This    a  -  lone     is. 


mine,. 


It  may  not  be  that  we  shall  meet 

Where  first  love's  talcs  we  told, 
For  time  has  led  our  wandering  feet, 

Afar  from  ways  of  old  ; 
It  may  not  be  when  in  the  dusk 

I  seem  to  hear  your  voice, 
That  you  will  come  again  to  mo, 

And  bid  my  heart  rejoice. 


Rbfrain. 
Where  and  when  I  know  not, 

This  alone  is  mine, 
Time  can  never  part,  love, 

My  tond  heart  and  thine. 
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Time  can    nev  -  er....    part,  love, 

I  know  not  are  you  far  or  near, 

On  land  or  on  the  sea; 
I  only  kpow  where  e'er  you  are. 

My  thoughts  are  there  with  thee. 
As  comes  the  morn  when  night  is  past. 

So  too  for  us,  dear  heart, 
The  dawn  will  rise  and  we  shall  meet, 

On  earth  no  more  to  part. 


No.  1.  in  G. 

Compass. 


No.  2.  in  E  flat. 

Compass. 
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Andante  eon  moto 


Sleep  my  Pretty  One. 

SWEET    AND    LOW 

(Hush  Song). 
Composed  by  H.  A.  THOMSON. 
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Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low,  Wind  of  the  west-ern  sea,...       Low,  low,  breathe  and  blow.Wind  of  the  west  -em 


Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low, 

Wind  of  the  western  sea; 

Low,  low,  breathe  and  blow, 

Wind  of  the  western  sea  ! 

Over  the  rolling  waters  go, 

Come  from  the  dying  moon,  and  blow. 

Blow  him  again  to  me  ; 

While  my  little  one,  while  my  pretty  one,  sleeps. 


Sleep  and  rest,  sleep  and  rest, 

Father  will  come  to  thee  soon,'; 

Rest,  rest  on  mother's  breast, 

Father  will  come  to  thee  soon. 

Father  will  come  to  bis  babe  in  the  nest, 

Silver  sails  all  out  of  the  west, 

Under  the  silver  moon ; 

Sleep,  my  little  one,  sleep,  my  pretty  one,  sleep. 

TlMNYSOK. 


Ho.  1.  in  0. 

Compass. 
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No.  3.  in  D. 

Compass. 
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No.  3.  in  E  flat. 
Compass. 


No.  4.  in  P. 

Compass. 
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Words  by 
CLIFTON  BINGHAM. 


The  Face  of  an  Angel. 


Maslo  by 
ARTHUR  E.  GODFREY. 
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,  Andante  etpressivo. 
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It  said:  "You on    earth   are   lone-ly,      And      I    am  a-  lone     in  Heav'njBut  tho'    we  are  «▼  -  er 


I  was  dreaming  alone  in  the  twilight, 

And  my  heart  was  full  of  tears— 
The  tears  that  arise  unbidden, 

When  mem'ry  recalls  dead  years ; 
And  a  star  awoke  ia  the  heavens, 

Lonely  and  pure  and  bright, 
And  me-thought  it  brought  a  message, 

To  my  heart  in  its  pain  that  nigiu. 


It  said :  "  Yon  on  earth  are  lonely, 

And  I  am  alone  in  Heav'n  ; 
But  tho'  we  are  ever  parted. 

To  us  there  is  comfort  giv'n ; 
Each  night  you  watch  me  shining, 

Each  night  your  face  I  see, 
And  me-thought  the  face  of  an  angel, 

Shone  out  of  the  star  on  me  I 


Brighter  the  star  grew  and  purer, 

As  the  twilight  around  me  crept, 
And  my  heart  forgot  its  sorrow, 

Mine  eyes  the  tears  they  wept. 
"  Hope  on,  hope  on  I"  it  seem'd  to  say, 

"  And  trust  in  the  Father's  love; ' ' 
For  ev'ry  dear  one  lost  on  earth, 

There  is  one  more  star  above  1 ' ' 
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No.  1.  in  B. 
Compass. 
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No.  8.  Inf.: 

Compass.  '. 
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No.  8.  in  G. ; 

Compose.  ! 
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Worda  by 
ALFRED  H.  HYATT. 

Allegretto  Moderate 


A  Russian  Love  Song, 

(ACROSS  THE  STEPPES.) 


Music  by 
G.  LARDELLI. 
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The  plume  grass  waves  on  the    sun-  lit  steppee.In  the  breeze  'tis  bend  -ing     low,...    The   son    is  on  high,the 


The  plume  gnat  waves  on  the  sunlit  steppes, 

In  the  breeze  'tis  bending  low, 
The  sun  is  on  high,  the  songsters  fry , 

The  glad  wind  soft  doth  blow. 
And  all  the  world  is  glad,  love, 

Bat,  oh,  my  heart  is  sad,  love, 
When  far  away  from  you, 

With  lore  my  heart  beats  true  I 
Ifiy!   Iflyl 
Across  the  steppes  I  fly; 

Upon  my  steed  to  you  I 


Shadows  of  gold  on  grassy  plain, 

Bespeaketh  that  night  is  nigh. 
The  purple  of  cloud,  the  day's  death  shroud, 

Hangs  low'ring  iu  the  oky, 
And  ail  the  world  seems  sad,  love, 

But,  oh,  my  heart  is  ghtd,  love, 
When  I  am  near  to  you, 

And  your  heart,  sweet,  so  true  I 
Ere-  night  shall  fall, 
And  bright  stars  deck  the  sky, 

I  shall  bo,  love,  with  you ! 
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Compaus. 


The  Message 

Words  by  H.  L.  D'ARCY  JAXONE. 


the  King. 

Music  by  CIRO  PINSUTI. 
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"Who  will  give    his    life    for   the   Fa  -  therland?*'     Cried     the  her*  aid  of  the  king, 


"And    a 


"  Who  will  give  his  life  for  the  Fatherland  1" 

Cried  the  herald  of  the  king, 
"  And  a  message  convey,  to  our  troops  ere  the 
day, 
Who  will  do  this  daring  thing  T 
We  know  not  their  password,  we  know  not 
their  place, 
And  this  is  the  order  I  bring, 
"  The  bearer  must  die,  ere  the  tidings  supply 
The  news  that  he  rides,  that  he  rides  for  the 
king." 


"  Oh !  who  will  ride  for  the  king  this  night  i 
And  reach  our  camp  ere  the  morning  li^htf 
Who  will  yield  his  life,  ere  the  dawn  of  day, 
That  our  conquest  may  crown  t&e  coming 

fray? 
"  I  will  give  my  life  for  the  Fatherland  I" 

Cried  a  warrior  worn  and  old, 
"  And  your  message  convey  to  our  camp  far 

away, 
Ere  the  hills  are  lit  with  gold." 
From  the  monarch's  right  hand  the  missive 
he  bore, 


And  passed  thro'  the  night  away; 

But  the  tidings  were  read  by  the  rids  of 
the  dead, 
In  the  light  of  the  new-bom  day. 
Oh !  bravely  he  rode  for  the  king  that  night. 

And  bravely  he  died,  ere  the  morning  light, 
And  the  life  he  gave  at  the  dawn  of  day, 

Won  the  victor's  crown  in  the  glorious  fray. 
He  dared  to  do,  and  die, 

He  answer'd  with  his  life ; 
His  deathless  name  shall  pass  to  fame. 

As  hero  of  the  strife. 
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Two  very  old  gentlemen  liv'd  by  the  sea,  Andf  othing  they  dreaded  like  matrimony;  Old  ladies  they  ehnnn'd  with  most 

Two  »ery  old  gentlemen  liv'd  by  the  sea,  Now  two  aged  ladies  there  liv'ft  by  the  sea, 

And  not  hing  th#y  dreaded  like  matrimonee  ;  And  nothing  they  long'd  for  like  raatrimcm«. 

Old  ladies  th*y  shunn'd  with  most  scrupulous  "A  cat  oah't  protect  two  lone  females,"  said 

wire,  they— 

Young  todies  they  thought  a  delusion  and  snare.  "  If  burglars  should  come  it  won'tdrivethem 


In  twru  great  armchairs,  when  the  ev'ning  drew 

nigh 
They  sat  by  the  nte  and  said  with  a  sigh — 
"Fm  glad  we've  «o  wives  here  to  bother  our 

lives, 
For  w  married  man  like  a  bachelor  thrives." 

Down  by  the  oea,  glad  as  could  be, 
Nothing  they  dreaded,  like  matrimon««. 


away." 
In  tvo  gTeat  armchairs,  when  tke  ev'ning 

drew  nigh, 
They  sat  by  the  fire  and  said  with  a  sigh — 
"  I  wish  wo  were  wives,  then  we'd  live  happy 

lives, 
No  spmster  forlorn  like  a  blithe  matron  thrives." 

Down  by  the  sea,  sad  as  can  be, 

Nothing  they  longed  for  like  mat  rimones. 


At  last  these  old  ladies  and  gentlemen  met, 
One  day  on  the  beach  when  the  morning  was  wet. 
The  spinsters  umbrellas  and  waterproofs  had, 
They  thought  when  they  started  the  weatl-.er 

look'd  bad. 
They  kept  the  old  gentlemen  safe  from  the  rain, 
And  still  kept  them  safe  when  the  sun  shone 

again: 
Aa  husbands  and  wives  now  they  live  happy 

lives, 
And  think  that  no  state  like  the  marriage  state 

thrives. 

Down  by  the  sea,  glad  as  can  be, 
Nothings  so  perfect  as  matriinowe*. 


Complete  Thematic  Catalogues  of  REYNOLDS  &  CO.'S  Newest  Songs  ;    giving  copious 
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REYNOLDS  &   CO.,  13,  Berners  Street,  London,  W. 
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Youare  tired  of  your  play,  lit -tie   wo-man,         As    tired  as  tired  can    be;....       So     put  all  your  dol- lies  to 


Tour  are  tired  of  your  play,  little  woman, 

As  tired  as  tired  can  oe ; 
So  put  all  your  dollies  to  bed,  dear, 

And  sit  by  your  old  grannie's  knee ; 
You  would  look  at  my  watch,  would  you  darling;, 

And  play  with  the  bright  giitt'ring  things; 
An  d  try  on  your  dear  chubby  fingers 

Each  one  of  your  old  grannie's  rings. 


]    You  may  take  all  but  >ne  off,  my  darling, 

That  one  never  goes  from  my  band ; 
You  wonder,  my  pet,  why  1  value 

So  mighty,  that  simple  old  band; 
But,  deai,  there's  a  woman's  life  story 

Enclasped  in  that  circlet  of  gold; 
For  it  tells,  child,  of  love  won  and  treasured, 

This  ring  worn  so  tain  and  so  old  1 


Such  a  ring  may  be  yours,  little  woman. 

In  the  days  that  are  coming  to  you ; 
And  Oh!  may  the  hand  that  will  give  it, 

Be  loving  and  honest  and  true; 
And  when,  like  your  grannie,  my  darling, 

You've  grown,  Oh  I  so  grey  and  so  old. 
May  you  still  have  your  greatest  of  treasures- 

A  plain  simple  worn  ring  of  gold  1 
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0  -  ver  the  oJd     Ca  -  the  -  dral,  The  sha -dow,)  gath-er         fast;...      The    Toi-ces    cf    the  sing -ers.    Pro- 


Over  the  old  Cathedral 

The  shadows  gather  fast ; 
The  voices  of  the  singers 

Proclaim  the  day  is  past, 
But  the  children's  song  is  saddened, 

Their  eyes  with  tears  are  bright, 
For  one  sweet  voice  is  missing 

Amid  their  ranks  to-night. 
But  the  words  he  loved  the  best, 

From  faltering  voices  come, 
As  they  sing  the  oft-sung  hymn. 
"  Not  far,  not  far  from  noma  1 " 


The  dying  sunbeams  linger, 

Amid  the  twilight  grey. 
And  an -el  hosts  are  bearing 

The  holy  psalm  away. 
They  float  tliro'  an  open  window, 

And  shed  a  golden  light 
On  tired  ey  u  fast  closing, 

To  dream  of  earthly  sight, 
And  the  words  he.  lov'd  the  best, 

From  the  distant  voices  come. 
As  he  sing/  just  once  again. 
"  Not  far,  lot  far  from  home  I " 

With  ad  lib  Accompaniment  for  Harmonium. 


Over  the  old  Cathedral, 

The  golden  sunbeams  fall ; 
TJpon  a  crown  of  flowers, 

Over  an  empty  stall. 
And  the  children's  voices  tremble 

With  a  tender,  sweet  refrain, 
For  the  voice  whose  pleading  sweetness, 

They  listen  for  in  vain. 
But  the  words  he  lov'd  the  best, 

From  angel  voices  come, 
As  they  lay  him  down  to  rest. 
"  Not  far,  not  far  from  home  1 " 
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No  sound  in  theemp  -  ty  street,     No  light  from  the  win  -  ter     sky;. 


On  -  ly  the  rain  and  the 


No  sound  in  the  empty  street, 

No  light  from  the  winter  sky ;, 
Only  the  rain  and  the  sleet, 

As  the  midnight  hour  drew  nigh. 
A  little  white  face  in  a  doorwa  », 

Looked  through  the  pitiless  iain, 
As  the  watchman  chanted  the  "(tour, 
Then  left  her  alone  again. 
"  Twelve  o'clock,  and  a  wild  wet  night, 
Rang  his  voice  above  her. 
Twelve  o'clock  on  a  wild  wet  night, 
And  cot  a  soul  to  love  her. 


Dawn  in  the  empty  street. 

Light  in  the  murky  sky, 
Passing  of  busy  feet, 

Told  that  the  day  was  nigh, 
A  littJ  >  white  face  in  a  doorway, 

Smiung  a  smile  of  rest, 
Slumbered  amid  her  violets, 

As  night  sank  into  the  west. 
Six  o'clock,  and  a  sunny  morn, 

Sang  the  watch  above  her, 
Six  o'clock  on  a  sunny  morn. 

With  the  angels  all  to  love  her. 


The  Watchman  and  the  Child  is  also  Published  as  a  Vocal  Duet. 
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